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the Don, speckled with patches of snow melting on the
-yellow sands, with capes and blue-grey sweeps of willow
and pine woods, came into view. At Ust-Khopersk the
driver reined in his horses outside the house of the Revolu-
tionary Committee. Stockman rummaged in his pocket,
pulled out a Kerensky forty-rouble note, and handed it to
the driver. The man' broke into a smile, revealing his yellow
teeth under his damp whiskers, and hesitated in embarrass-
ment :
" Why, comrade, for the love of Christ! It wasn't worth
all that ! "
" Take it for your horses' labour. And don't you have
any doubts of the government. Remember, we stand for
the government of the workers and peasants. It's our
enemies that have driven you on to the rising : the kulaks,
the atamans and officers. They are the main cause of the
rising. And if any of our men have unjustly offended a
toiling cossack who is sympathetic to us and helping the
revolution, we shall find ways of settling with him."
" You know the saying, comrade : ' God's high in heaven,
and it's far to the Tsar/ It's a long way to your Tsar too.
' Don't struggle with the strong, don't gou to judgment with
the rich.' And you're strong and rich. You're throwing
your forty roubles away : five would have been a good
price. But thank you all the same."
" He gave you that for your talk," Mishka Koshevoi
smiled and smacked his trouserlegs.  " Yes, and for that fine
beard of yours.  Do you know who you have been driving,
you old blockhead ?  A Red general! "
*    " Ho ! "
" Yes, you can ' Ho !' You're like all the rest, damn
you ! Give you little, and you'd go crying round the district:
' I drove'comrades and they only gave me five roubles !'
You'd have felt sore about it for twelve months after. And
when we give you more, you roar to heaven : ' How rich
they are ! Threw away forty roubles ! He couldn't count
his money, he had so much ! ' Well, good-bye, longbeard ! "
A Red Guard came galloping out of the yard where the
Moscow regimental staff was quartered. "Where's that
sledge from ? " he shouted, reining in his horse.
" What do you want to know for ? " Stockman &sfeed*  '
" We want ammunition carried to Krutovskv/^" -